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	1. Prologue

"Everything's going to be _super-okay._"

Doctor James Foxter smiled tenderly to her daughter. She smiled back at him, a tooth missing, something usual in 7 year old kids like her.

"I know, daddy. I'm not scared", she said. "Know why? Because you promised"

The little girl gripped two fingers of his dad with her right hand, the IV already in place. Even if she had been seriously ill half of her short lifespan, Ellie never lost joy, neither hope. She was the one who gave him hope, not the other way around. She was the one who was going to be operated, but he was the one scared.

"Mom would be proud" he said, struggking to hold tears back; Ellie couldn't see him like that. He had promised her everything was going to be right. Super. "See you in a few hours, right?"

"Right"

He leaned over the operating table to put a kiss on her forehead, putting a golden lock back into the cap. Ellie barely smiled, dozy. The first aneasthesics dose was already kicking in. While a nurse helped him to put his gloves on, he heard the anaesthesist reciting the readings from the machines.

They were ready.

James Foxter took a deep breath in and lift the mask up to his face.

"James?"

Several hours later, somebody was knocking at his office. He couldn't recognize the voice. He didn't care. He didn't care anymore.

He still hasn't got rid of his scrubs and robes. His whole body shoke with his sobs, his face was a puddle of sweat and tears. He was the living image of despair itself.

"James, please! Open the door! It wasn't your fault, you knew it could end like that..."

He recalled he had left the operating room to collapse on his knees in the corridor, deserted at that time of night. The next thing he could remember was being sat down on his office's carpet, back leaning on his desk. It had to be a nightmare. Or at least, it seemed as irreal as one. But pain was real. It gnawed at his entrils, it didn't let him breathe.

"James, please!"

_She didn't feel any pain, Dr. Foxter. She left peacefully_, the nurse had said, the same one who helped him to put his gloves on, while the crew switched off the monitors and the deafening flatline tone stopped filling the operating room.

Gone.

She was gone. Now, he was alone. But the worst thing was that he failed her. He failed her only daughter.

The knocking at the door intensified. James Foxter raised the gun. It trembled in his hand when the end of the barrel dig into his scrubs, just over the heart. He felt it hammering madly against the cold steel, like if it were trying to run away from what was going to happen. Blood rushed and thumped in his ears, all over his body. _That's not fair_, he said to himself,_ the heart of my little girl won't beat anymore. and it's my fault. I couldn't save her._

The doctor raised his gaze to the ceiling, _to heaven_. Tears ran down his cheeks. He closed his eyes.

"I promised you, my dear" he sobbed. "I promised you... and I failed you"

He shot.


	2. The Candy Bar Boy

**The Candy Bar Boy**

_A month later_

Sam Winchester let out a sigh.

That was going to take a long time; the queue at the bakery was long enough as to reach the door. His older brother waved joyfully a hand at him from the car, raising his thumb next. Sam fakely smiled back at him and turned his head so his brother couldn't see his exasperated gesture.

Dean has had the "wonderful" idea to ride hundreds of miles to taste the best cranberry pie of the state, but his 'little affair' with justice -they wouldn't never believe why he was innocent, because of course shapeshifters didn't exist to normal people- didn't allow him to leave the car. They had no better things to do, honestly. They haven't had a damn clue in days on the whereabouts of the evil being they were hunting and newspapers only reported news about murder, accidents or robbery; the boring, usual deaths. Nothing in which they could help.

It was on the newspapers where Dean found about that hella-good cranberry pie, "It's just three hundred miles away, Sam! We will be there at time for afternoon coffe" he said eagerly "They only make it once a year, to celebrate the day the bakery was founded- That sounds so good! Sammy, please!"

Sam knew those hedonistic moments hide something darker, something probably Dean didn't want to talk about- and he was in no mood to have an argument, either. After all, they had lost his father in strange circumstances, maybe killed by the very same evil being who burned their mother 23 years ago- and they were lucky to come out alive from their last encounter.

Some people said justice, others, revenge. But the only thing they had left was to chase and kill the demonic being who had killed their family. That was the only thought who made them get up from the cheap motels beds every morning, to take the long road across the country in a black and shiny Chevy Impala from 67. And that about saving people and hunting things, of course. The family business.

There were high chances Sam Winchester was the most patient person in the world -you sure did if you had his hell of a life or to cope with Dean sometimes-, but even him was starting to feel fed up. Two girls looked at him out the corner of their eyes, giggling like the schoolgirls they were. In front of Sam, a boy was begging for a candy bar. Even two, so he could save one for later, he told his mother. She was talking to an acquiatance of hers, ignoring how his son jerked her blouse._ "Yeah, every year I come to enjoy a slice of this pie- Yeah Aidan, honey, wait, Im talking to mrs Thompson- Oh, she did? Who could tell, she looked like such a well respected woman"_

Everything were smiles at the counter while customers were ready to bring home their delicious pie in a package. In the car, Dean was starting to get impatient. He was doing gestures to his brother like if he were asking him to cut queue "I'm not doing that!" Sam gesture, and Dean mocked at him.

The boy of the candy bar looked like he had forgotten about it. He was looking at something outside, in the street. His mother didn't see him go out. Neither Sam. He was arguing with his brother again in gestures.

Some minutes later, the candy bar boy's mother was picking up his slice of pie. Sam felt relieved when he realized it was his turn _-this is so ridiculous_, he thought. He didn't bother wait in a queue, the problem was his brother. He got on his nerves sometimes- and it was especially annoying in front of the schoolgirls.

Then he heard the screams.

Everybody turned to the large window; the candy bar boy's mother realized his son wasn't there.

"Where s Aidan? Aidan?"

"Call an ambulance!"

Sam recognized that voice; it was Dean's. He run out the bakery -no pie this time, Dean- and came across a group of kids who screamed as they ran, scared. Sam saw people forming a circle in the middle of the small square, though the voices made impossible to discern what was happening. His brother's deep voice came over the other ones; he was in the middle of the circle.

"Get back, let him breathe! Come on, go away!"

Sam made his way onto where he was Dean trying to reanimate a small kid. The one who was in the bakery asking for a candy bar.

Dean looked distressed and worried. "Damn, no-no-" he heard him mutter while he got rid of his leather jacket. Sam thought the worse, and he nailed it. The horrified mother arrived some seconds later; he had to hold her so she could not go over Dean and his son while his brother tried the kid's heart would beat again.

Dean did compressions, panting, blowing into the kid's mouth, his forehead already covered in sweat. Sam could heard him cursing, words hard to discern between gasps and pants, and the desperate cries of the mother.

Ignoring the cramps he was starting to feel in his arms, Dean raised his head for a second, gasping for breath. In less than a heartbeat, he saw a girl among the forest of legs. She was 7 or 8 years old, and was wearing a violet dress. Hair, golden and dull, covered her shoulders.

Suddenly, the boy's body jerked in a coughing fit. Dean felt dizzyness striking him, half relief and half exhaustion. He had brought him back. He did it. It was too soon for you, Aidan, you still have to beg your mother for a weekly wage ; he thought. He lift him carefully to sit? And covered in his jacket; his tired gasps mixed with the kid's, who was trying to breath normally again.

Sam heard sirens and he felt anxious. They couldn't risk it, they had to leave that place before police saw them. He let the mother go, who went to her son, sobbing. Dean let her hug him and leaned forward, still trying to catch his breath.

"Aidan, God, you're okay-"

Dean took some seconds before he stood up, hands in his knees. He was going to have terrible cramps in his arms the next day.

The woman looked at him, all gratitude, some wet hair in her face. The kid still seemed to be confused, but he was breathing normally.

"Thank you. You saved my son."

Dean smiled to her. Sirens were drawing nearer. He only needed to meet Sam's eyes to know they had to leave, and quickly. He left the circle followed by his brother, ignoring a sudden dizzyness and swooying among people to reach the car. The mother was too focused in his son to realize Dean's jacket was still wrapping him.

"He will be okay, I suposse" Dean told his brother when they were in the car "We better go, I think we've already have draw enough attention -at least me!"

He got into the car on the passenger seat side and let himself fall there with a sigh. Sam looked at him from outisde, speechless; he had literally closed the door in his noise. Dean threw the car keys at him before he could say a thing about that sudden change of mind.

"Drive."

"You serious?"

"Yeah, I'm serious. I'm feeling weird and I prefer you drive before we crash and die, itn's that weird is it? Though you'll die anyway if you harm my Baby."

"Okay okay", Sam laughed, "But you know- driver picks the music, so-"

Dean was too exhausted to compline. He had reclined, eyes closed. Before getting keys into engine, Sam looked at him.

"Dean you- you saved that boy."

"Yeah. And I feel like I killed a vampire high in anabolics- and no pie."

Sam smiled.

"Some minutes later they have left sirens behind enough to feel safe. Dean saw her in the moment his brother hit the break at a traffic lights."

She was in a bench, near the car.

The girl in the violet dress.

She was not alone, there was an old man reading the newspaper beside her. Dean thought it could be her grandfather. She may had sneaked out when she heard the screams. The old man was too focused in his newspaper that Dean wondered if he had realized her daughter had left for some minutes.

The girl's eyes met his. She smiled. She had one tooth missing.

Dean's heart gave a jolt, so sudden his breath hitched. It was like if something had gave him a kick from inside his ribcage. He put a hand in his chest, startled. Traffic lights switched and the Impala's engine roaring hide his sudden coughing fit.

"Hey, Dean. It's weird, a little boy having a heart attack all of a sudden" Sam said, his eyes in the road "He must be ill- in that case I suposse his mother would have always keep an eye on him, but he left the bakery and she barely noticed it... Dean?"

Sam looked at his brother. He first thought he was tired, but he soon knew something was wrong. Very wrong. Dean was clutching at his chest, near the heart, and he looked like he couldn't breath.

"Dean! Dean, what's wrong?"

"Sam-" he panted "Help me, I- I can't-"

Sam hit the brake, making the car jerk. Dean could hear him shouting, calling his name, before darkness fell over him.

A skipped beat


	3. Missing a Beat

**Missing a Beat**

To Sam's huge relief, Dean was absolutely awake when he got to the Observation Room. That was a good thing.

He spotted his brother through the huge window glass, reclined in one of those big hospital beds. Wires were poking out above his crossed arms, reaching to the monitor which registered his vital signs. His gaze was lost somewhere at the end of the bed, like if he were deep in thought- or more like if he were a bored, pouting kid. That was a good thing, also.

Sam entered the room and got near him, walking slowly, hands in his pockets in a nervous manner. Even if he faced the stuff of nightmares day after day, he couldn't get used to see his brother in an hospital bed. It wasn't something he had under his control, and that scared him.

And it also made him feel useless.

"Hey" he said.

Grumpy, Dean didn't even look at him.

"Doctor said panic attack."

"Yeah, she told me so." Sam straddled a near chair. "You okay?"

"Yeah, I do now. Smooth as hell." Arms still crossed, he finally looked at his brother. "But that Doctor is wrong. She said it was because of the shock, because that boy was about to die in my arms- blah-blah-blah" he snorted "The shock, she said! Obviously she doesn't know a thing 'bout our line of work."

"Why are you so sure?"

"I can recognize a friggin' panic attack, Sammy. That wasn't one".

"You've suffered them before, then, if you can recognize one" Sam concluded, mocking at his brother's cocky manners.

"With the things we see... the weird thing would be not suffering them" Dean snorted again. "We've already had quite a few close calls this year, like... Fourteen? Fifteen?"

Sam shrugged.

"Lost count months ago"

Dean sat up, thoughtful again.

"Hey, Sam, you know when they say- your heart misses a beat?" he started saying "Well, it was something like that, but- like-" he puffed and shook his head and arms, finding it difficult to explain. "-like a thousand times worse. It just became totally crazy, it wasn't pounding hard, like in a panic attack. It was more like- a fluttering. A _shudder_. It'd would look like an earthquake there, I'm sure" he pointed at the heart monitor, amused.

"Wait, wait- you mean, like a ventricular fibrilation?"

Dean scowled at him, puzzled.

"A_ what_-?... Law student, you said, yeah..."

"We had a medical student in our group. A few beers and he would tell out loud a list of diseases and conditions, symptoms included."

"Now that's what I call to have fun studying."

"But... Dean, that's not really possible" Sam said, standing up from the chair. "You've always had a healthy heart, well, specially after that- _miracle_ cure" he pointed, recalling that case about a faith-healer and a reaper "And after you woke up from that coma, all tests results were great. You are healthy. Even with all the junk food you eat everyday" Dean rose an eyebrow, proud of himself. Sam ignored it. "I mean, why now? Why hadn't you had symptoms before?"

"Well, maybe that's because it's not the vont- ventro- that thing you said. But it wasn't a panic attack, either, I'm damn sure it wasn't" he rushed to add, raising a finger.

"Well, we've been under a lot of shitty stuff lately-"

"Saaaam..."

"Okay, okay-" Sam concluded, amused "Not a panic attack. I trust you. What, then? Any clues?"

Dean shrugged.

"The foggiest. That's why I'm here, I suposse. Now be a good brother and bring me that pie, this' going to take long I'm sure" he added nonchalantly, making himself comfortable.

"Dean, I think you should take this as a call to eat healthy from now on" Sam adviced, "Also, I don't think they allow you to have pie until they know what's wrong."

Dean looked at him, gravely offended.

"Well, hide it, then! I'm starving!"

Sam raised his hands and shook his head, like a mother who had ran of patience. He left the room.

It was at the end of the corridor when Sam saw her, out of the corner of his eye, through a door he left behind. The mother of the kid Dean had saved. The youngest of the Winchesters took some steps back until he came near that room The woman was sitting at a chair, near the bed in which his son seemed to be asleep, taking his hand. She raised her head to the door, aware of Sam's presence. Her eyes were slightly red, but anguish had faded away.

"Hey!" she said in a quiet voice, moving her head in a friendly manner "You are the boy who helped me in the square, aren't you?"

Sam smiled and approached to shake her hand.

"Yes, it's me. My name is Sam. That's a happy coincidence... I'm glad your son is fine."

She nodded.

"Lucy Summers. Yes, he is fine, thanks to that young man. He left so quickly he forgot this" he added, pointing at something hanging at other chair. It was Dean's jacket. "I wish I could give it back to him."

"Well- I can do that. He's my brother" Sam said. "He's under observation, that's why I'm here."

Her initial surprise faded after Sam finished talking.

"Oh, God, I'm sorry, is he fine? It was due to-?" she looked at her son.

"Oh, no no, it's okay. I'm sure he is fine. He just fainted, but they want to be sure."

"Oh, I'm glad to hear that. Your brother was really brave, Sam. If it wasn't for him, my son-"

"The important thing is that your son is fine" Sam reassured. But an idea refused to leave his head. First, the boy suffered a heart attack. Then, his brother collapsed due to a possible serious arryhtmia. That was too much to be a coincidence. "Ms Summers... Your son, did he had a heart condition? Do the doctors know what happened?"

She moved her head, silently.

"Doctors haven't found anything. They are doing more tests later, but- any of this makes sense to them. Aidan has never had heart problems. I suposse that's a good thing, if they haven't find anything, probably it won't happen again" she smiled, though nervously.

When Sam was back in Dean's room some minutes later, the doctor was with his brother. He was telling her what he had described to Sam earlier, and it seemed that she was finally convinced it wasn't a "frigging panic attack". Sam supossed the doctor was thinking the same he did: two heart alerts in less than half an hour, that was something usual at a hospital, but the fact they had dissapeared as quickly as they came, it wasn't that usual.

"We can't find anything abnormal, your heart seems to be perfectly healthy, but we would need more tests to try to detect the problem. I want you to spend this night under observation, and early tomorrow we will perform more tests. That sensation you described, it could be a serious arrhytmia, and I want to be sure. We will find it. Now try to have some rest."

She smiled at them while she left. Dean didn't change his fake smile until she left and he was sure she couldn't hear him:

"Where's the pie?"

"I found the boy you saved" Sam said, ignoring him; luckily enough, what he had to say could make his brother forget about food for a while. "This is yours"

He throw his jacket to him. Dean remained silent for a while, concerned.

"How's the boy?"

"Perfectly healthy" his brother said, back to straddle the chair "He's only sleeping. Doctors said it's like he hadn't suffered a heart attack. More or less the same they've said to you now."

"He isn't sick, then? Not a reason why his heart stopped?"

Nothing. They have to do more tests, but right now all diseases which could trigger a heart attack, negative."

"How do you came to know so much, did you introduced her as a doctor?"

Sam smiled.

"Nop, she remembered me from the square. I just told her I'm your brother. That woman is really grateful to you, Dean."

The older brother smiled, proud of himself.

"I'm a hero."

Next day, Dean extended his arms triumphatly, leaving the Cardiology Ward and walking to meet his brother.

"No arrhytmia, no anything" he said, taking his jacket from Sam "It seems they may appear, and dissapear again. Isolated incident, they said. But the fainting, it worries them. They say if it happens again they could put a thing on me- something portable, for a whole day, just to be sure"

"You mean a _Holter_?"

"Yeah, exactly, Dr. House... That would be really annoying, after a whole morning of- weird devices, and wires, here and there..." he stopped for an instant, looking at him dramatically affected "They made me run in a treadmill, Sam!"

Sam laughed while they headed to the elevator.

"I still feel there is something weird going on here" Dean added when they were inside the elevator "I bet this is related to what happened to that boy."

"Like if he were contagious?"

"Mm- Don't think so, not an attack in my case, my heart didn't stop. But the coincidence is there, it happened shortly after I saved that boy. Too much of a frigging coincidence, I would say. And look at us- we're perfect, the boy and I, nothing to be found."

"Do you think it may had happened also to other people in that square?"

"Like- a heart attacks outbreak?" Dean snorted "Weird" The elevator opened and the brothers stepped out "We'll have to investigate. I would start asking that boy before we leave. Maybe he saw, heard or- smelled something, before he collapsed".

Aidan was asleep when the Winchesters arrived. He couldn't remember Dean, but his mother told him who he was, and what he had done. The woman lavished in compliments to the older brother.

"You're making me blush" he joked.

"How are you feeling?" Ms Summers asked "Your brother told me you fainted"

"Yeah, but I'm fine" he said nonchalantly "Fit as a fiddle. Thanks for keeping safe my jacket, by the way."

She smiled, amused at his composure._ Things are going smooth_ Sam thought. _It won't be difficult to get some clues from her._

"Hey, Aidan- I'm just curious- do you remember what happened?" Dean asked at once, sitting in the bed with him "Anything".

Sam scowled at his brother. Both hoped the woman won't notice they were very interested; people usually felt awkward at unexpected questions like that. Fortunately, Ms Summers didn't seem bothered and Sam found it easy to soften his brother's lack of tact.

"Listen, Aidan, it's important you remember every details" Sam asked "That way, the doctors may find a lot easier to help you."

The boy remained silent, thoughtful. Then he didn't hesitate.

"There was a bunch of boys playing at the swings" he told them "Four boys and a girl- though the girl wasn't paying attention to them. They were playing something about war and ignored her, too"

"Woah, that's sexist" Dean remarked.

"I was so bored at the bakery that I rushed to join their game, but once I was there, only the girl smiled at me" Aidan went on "Then, I- I can't remember anymore. I just felt something pinching in my chest. It didn't hurt. I heard the boys screaming- and that's all."

His mother took his hand, holding tears back.

Dean and Sam gazed at each other. They realized that maybe there wasn't anything for them there. Just a sick kid. Anything supernatural.

Maybe, for once, it was just a coincidence.

_My bollocks_, Dean thought.

"Just one more thing, Aidan- before you fainted, did you feel a- a weird sensation in your chest? Like if your heart skipped a beat?"Dean asked, hand on his chest.

The boy moved his head.

"No, just pinching."

Dean sighed.

"Okay- Thanks, Aidan."

Suspicion finally faded from Dean Winchester's eyes, the only brother who, when they were already in the car, still had doubts about everything being a coincidence.


End file.
